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T 0 
GEORGE COLMAN, Es q. 


SIR, 
YOUR ready acceptance of this 
little Dramatic Effort, and the polite and friendly at- 
tention you have ſhewn it, both before and after repre- 


ſentation, demand my warmeſt acknowledgments, The 


favourable reception it has met with from an impartial 
Public, while it impreſſes me with gratitude, convinces 
me, that its ſucceſs was more owing to your candour 
and generoſity than any real merit ſuch a TRIFLE could 


contain; for you, Sir, from the moſt noble of all mo- 


tives, have brought forward what other Managers 
would perhaps have deemed beneath their notice, —and 
thus encouraged a young Beginner. Such generoſity 
was worthy Mr. CoLMAN, and is his diſtinguiſhing 
Characteriſtic. 


I am highly flattered with the Patronage of a Gen- 
tleman of your judgment and Reſpectability; and 
hope hereafter to produce ſomething more deſerying 


ſuch unmerited Protection. 


] am, 
STR, 


Your moſt obliged 
and obedient Servant, 


Jos 22, . THE AUTHOR, 
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AS IT SHOULD BE. 


SCENE IL. A Room in Mr. Fidget's Houſe 


Enter Celia, in tears, followed by Lucy. 


is B UT, my dear young miſtreſs, don't 
be fad; pray. don't. 

Celia, Alas, * — can I be otherwiſe ? 
you ſee the unkindneſs of my father, and know - 
the diſpoſition of my intended huſband. It was 
but this morning I received a letter from my 
friend in the country, who affures me that Lord 
Megrim is as capricious and whimſical as ever; 
yet my poor deluded father, for the ſake of a 
title, would lacrifice the happineſs of his only 
child. 

Lucy. Well, Madam, don't deſpair : Iengage 
your lover Mr, Winworth, will reſcue you from 
all harm. 

Celia. Oh, Lucy, how can J hope it? I have 
not ſeen my 'Winworth theſe fix weeks—was 
it not unkind to leave me in ſuſpenſe and doubt, 

and make a delay that he never never did be- 
fore. 
Lucy. 


6 AS IT SHOULD BE. 


Lucy. My life on it, that he is about ſome 
ſtratagem now. Nay I am ſure of it; for he 
uſed to come aſter dinner, when. your father 
took his nap, as regularly as the clock ftruck 
five. Ten to one we ſhall fee him ſoon in ſome 
unexpected diſguiſe, and (for you know, Ma- 
dam, your father never faw him) that he diſ- 
appoints my old maſter in his cruel deſign. 

Celia, Oh then, why does he delay 1 ſurely 
he knows the character of my father to be as 
ſingular as that of my intended huſband. Mr. 
Fidget is always ſo impatient, that he can ne- 
ver waĩt even the accompliſhment of his 
wiſhes. Is he not at preſent in the utmoſt diſ- 
treſs for fear every thing may not be ready for 
Lord Megrim's reception ? 

Lug. True indeed, Madam—it was but juſt 
now that he heard a loud knock at the ſtreet- 
door, and thinking, as he hoped it to be, the 
arrival of Lord Megrim, rung the bell in a moſt 
violent manuer. Tom was running up ſtairs to 
know his maſter's commands, and his maſter, 
not having patience to wait for Tom, was run- 
ning down to admit his expected Lordſhip ; and 
fo, Madam, both met on the ſtairs in ſuch a 
violent hurry, that whack went their foreheads, 
and your father's is for all the world like a 
he! he! he! 

Celia, Like what, Lucy ? 

Lucy. Lord, Madam, what married men ge- 
nerally are. [a knock, 

Celia. Heavens ! there's a knock at the door 
now. 

Lucy. And its fierceneſs I think announces 

: his 
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his Lordſhip's arrival bell rings) ſo, fo, the 
bell begins again. I muſt open the door, as 
Tom 1s out of the way. [ going. 
Celia. Stay Lucy, I am in ſuch a figure 
Oh my perturbed heart. (bell rings violently.) 

Lucy. Lord, Madam, make haſte, for he is 
in ſuch a violent hurry again, that no doubt— 
Oh here he is, with one {lipper and a morning 
ſtocking on——Heavens! what a ridiculous 
figure ! | 


Enter Fidget, ludicrouſly dreſſed. 


Fidget. Why Tom, —Lucy,—Celia, will 
nobody anſwer the door ?—there is his Lordſhip 
waiting a full hour. | 

Lucy, He has only knock'd once, I affure 
you, Sir. [ another knock. 

Fidget. There! I ſay he has knock'd twice, 
did not you hear? - wont you open the door? 
where's Tom? | 

Lucy. Not at home, Sir—but I will go,— 

going. 
Fidget. Vou go! fie! a ſervant maid open 
the door—what will his Lordſhip think? No, 
I will let him in (going, returns); tho' that 
won't do—its worſe. Do you go Lucy—oh! 
make haſte—run, run, run. 

Lucy. Lord, Sir, I can't run. 

Fidget. Then come back I ſay, you poor 
creeping thing ; is the man to ſtay an hour at 
the door, while you crawl on ?—l will go my- 
ſelf; (a loud knock again) dear me—Oh Hea- 
vens! l am fo ſorry [ Exit, 

Lucy. There! Was there ever ſuch an un- 

accountable 
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- accountable man ! I proteſt he ye delay by 
his on impatience. 

. Celia. Well; no matter now — come with 
me Lucy, and adjuſt my dteſs; perhaps my 
father may call me 1 N and doro my ſtay 
with boys Lordſhip. «| A N 


* CEN E A. 9 6 ti | 


Ender: Shed Megrim, preceded by Mr. Fidget 
bowing, TC. 


Lord Megrim. And do you beat, Jack take 
care of my hne, and fre that e 
thing is ſafe. 

Fidget. Pray, my Lord, walk in. 1 beg you 
will uſe my houſe as your own, 

L. Megrim. My dear Mr. a get, 7 am hear- 
tily glad to ſee you. x 

Fadget,. My dear Lord, pray be Gard: — 
Why Lucy, Celia Lord ! is there nobody 
ready? I beg pardon, my Lord; but my 
ſervant is out, and—Oh he's a {ad tedious dog ! 

L. Megrim. No apologies, Mr. Fidget; I know 
ſervants are ſad fellows. | I can aſſure you, Sir, 
that I was fix months before I could get ane to 
pleaſe me. . 

Fidget. Indeed! 

L. Megrim. Pon honour, Mr. Fidget—one 
fellow came to me with a tace as red as a 
Turkey-cock ! 

Fidget. Well! Lord, what can keep my 
daughter! l Ade, and very BE, 

L. Megrim. Why, Mr. Fidget, that was a 
ſure fign he drank. — Another came with his 
phiz as white as a ſheet, 

Fidget. 
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Fidget. Well, there was no harm in that, 
my Lord ? 

L. Megrim, Oh certainly, it was evident 
he was a rake, and fat up all his nights. Ano- 
ther, Sir, had ſuch a long Chriſtian name, that 
I ſhould have waſted my breath with callin 
him ; and another, Sir—but it is no matter; f 


am now provided in a ſervant that will, I dare 


— 


ſay, ſurpaſs any. 

Fidget. Why, does he dreſs hair well ? 

L. Megrim. No- can't. 

Fidget. How ! but then he underſtands horſe- 
keeping ? 

L. Megrim. No, Sir; nor even ſuch a ſim- 
ple thing as cleaning a knife ; yet I like him 
better than any ſervant I ever had; for his 
hands are always clean, let his work be ever ſo 
dirty. See, here he comes; pray now look at 
his hands. 


Enter Winworth, diſguiſed as a Footman, with 
a Portmanteau. 


Wimworth. Sir, T have looked it over, ang 
every thing i is ſafe. 

L. Megrim. Very well ; lay it down. 

Fidget. Lord! Lord! What can keep my 
daughter? While his Lordſhip is engaged, 
I will go and ſee. | Exit. 

L. Megrim. And now——Eh—Mr. ** 

ne a good opportunity — Jack! 

Winworth. My Lord! 

B L. Meprim. 
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TL. Megrim. There are things in that port- 
manteau I would not loſe for the world ; and 
till I get a lodging, I don't know where to leave 
0-5 

Winworth. I dare ſay, my Lord, Squire 
Fidget will give it a plane in one of his rooms. 
TL. Megrim. But I don't like aſking a favour 
myſelf; therefore, Jack, when I go look for 
a lodging, take that opportunity, aud make it 
for me; he can certainly have no objections. 
ns. I will, my Lord ſee, here 

is. 


Re-enter Fidget. 


© Fidget. A plague on theſe women, they are 
fo long dreſſing! I am afraid ſhe won't be rea- 
dy this half hour yet. el 
L. Megrim, What! my Celia? pray don't 
hurry her, Mr. Fidget. I will do myſelf the 
leaſure of ſeeing her on my return. 
Fidget. Your return ! I hope, my Lord, you 
are not obliged to leave us yet? 
TL. Megrim. Yes, indeed, Mr. Fidget; I am 
not yet provided in a lodging; and as my car- 


Triage is ſtill at the door, I think it beſt to uſe 


the preſent tune. 
Fidget. But, my Lord, I expected you would 
have honoured me with your. company. I al- 
ſure your Lordſhip, every room in my houſe is 
much at your ſervice. | 
L. Megrim. Dear Mr. Fidget, you have em- 
bazrats'd 
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.barraſs'd me now— but I will be candid to de- 
ferve your pardon. This houſe is fo very near 
St. James's Church, that I aſſure you, pon ho- 
nour, the conſtant ringing of the bell, would 
make my head ach for a month. 

Winworth. Yes indeed, vir, my Lord's head 
is ſo very ſoft, the leaſt thing in the world 
hurts it. 

Fidget. Soft, do you fay ?-Oh dear, that's 
very hard! but there is a Coffee-houſe near 
hand. | 
L. Megrim. Oh, I hate a Coffee-houſe, there 
are fo many always i in it. 

Fidget. True indeed that's very true, my 
Loid. Well, in the next ſtreet there is no 
Church; and 1 have obſerved a new houſe with 
a bill for lodging 

L. Megrim. A new one, Mr. 'Fidget ! LS 
would not live in a new houſe for the world 
the walls are ſo damp, and the exhalations from 
wet ſo dangerous, that 

Fidget, Eh ! very true indeed. Well, there 
1s an old one at the other fide of that 

L. Megrim. Oh! ten times worſe an old 
one! there is not one iu twenty that's weather - 
proof; the chimnies always falling, and the— 

Filget. . Gadſo! I forgot that. Well, there 
1s a Mrs. Williams's, that's neither an old nor 
a new houſe. It is elegantly fitted up, and juſt | 
painted 

L. Megrim. . Juſt painted, do you ſay ? Oh, 
the ſmell of paint is ſo.offenfive, I can't bear it: 
1 ſhould abſolutely faint. 


B 3 | Fidget. 
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Fidget. Eh ! true, it is offenſive, my Lord. 
Heavens ! what can keep my daughter ?—Well 
then—Oh now I recolle&'; on the firſt turn 
on your right hand, my Lord, there's a Mrs. 
Maycroft's, an acquaintance of mine, who, I 
know, can accommodate you. 

L. Meguim. Mrs, Maycroft's—T thank you; 
I will go to her immediately farewell a while. 
Jack, you may ſtay, 1 ſhan't want you— 
and pray obſerve [ Exit, 

Winworth. I will, my Lord. —Sir, my Maſ- 

ter has deſired me to ſpeak a word or two to 
ou. 

Fidget. Oh, by all means; what is it? what 
is it? [impatiently. ] 

Winworth. He is exceedingly ſorry that he 
ſhould give you any trouble 

Fidget. Poo, poo, poo, make no e 

let me oi what it is. 

Winworth, But, Sir, my Maſter is ſo uncom- 

monly ſingular, that, for his hfe and ſoul, he 
never could make a requeſt. 

Fidget. Well, zZounds ! what is it? 

Winworth. Of courſe, Sir, he ſhould be ſo 
embarraſſed when your fair daughter is intro- 
duced to him, that 

Fidget. Eh ! go on, go on, go on. 

Winworth, He would certainly be ſtruck 
dumb; therefore he humbly begs, you will pave 

his way with this letter. (Gives him a letter.) 
Fidget. A letter ! oh yes—— a very good 
thought. I will; and as his Lordſhip is fo 
very 


k 
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very baſhful, I won't introduce Celia to him 
till ſhe reads this. 

Winworth. Juſt ſo—and to induce her to 
read it, I pray you'tell her, it 1s from her only 
true and ſincere lover. 

Fidget. Her only true = ſincere lover ! 

egad, I will, —Holloa, Celia! Celia! 

Winworth. Huſh—not now. 

Fidget. Oh yes, immediately—delay is dan- 
gerous. Celia! Celia! 

M inwortb. But my Lord intended 

Fidget. But I — chooſe to do N 
immediately.— Celia! Celia! 

Wirineverth. Sdeath! (Walks afide.) 

Fidget. Celia! Celia! I ſay, Good Hea- 
vens, will nobody anſwer ? Why, Lucy! 


, Enter Lucy. 


Where is my daughter ? 

Lucy. La. Sir, ſhe is not ready yet. 

Fidget. Not ready—Oh dear! but tell her 
ſhe mult be ready in a minute—run—quick— 
Oh come back—tell her I want her immedi- 
atelySmake haſte—ſtay, give her this letter— 
tell her to read it with great attention—now 
loſe no time—ftay—come back—Lord ! I for- 
got what J was going to ſay—no matter—run 
»—{top—now I recollect; tell her 'tis from her 


only true and ſincere lover Is not that it, 
Jack ? 
 #Finworth, Yes, Sir. 


F jdget. 
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Fiaget. From her only true and ſincere lo- 


ver; mind that now run. 

Lucy. I will, Sir. — What can the old fool 
mean? | Irs ee and Exit. 

Fidget. So, that's done—Eh! Jack — what 
are you doing? ö 

Winworth. Faſtening his Lordſhip's port- 
manteau, Sir. I know my Maſter is very care- 
Ful about his things. 1 

Fidget, Indeed ! Oh then, pray follow Lucy 
with it: let her ſhew you my own room to 


put it in; his Lordſhip ſhall ſee how careful 


Jam too for his ſake. What, ſo ſoon return'd ! 


Enter Lord Megrim. 


L. Megrim. Oh vile! I would not live there 
for the world, Mr. Fidget. 

Fidget. Eh! Why? 

L. Megrim. Oh Sir, there are no leſs than 
three children in the houte—ſhocking—their 


"noiſe would be intolerable—ten times worſe 
than the Church-bell. 


Fidget. I aſſure your Lordſhip I forgot the 


- children ; but fo, I recollect now, there is a Mr. 
Sparkle, my Jeweller, in the Strand, that I am 
-fure will be very willing to ſefve you. 


L. Megrim. Mr. Sparkle. Very well, Sir; 


I'II go to him immediately—Eh ! where now, 


Jack ? — 
Winworth. To Mr. Fidget's room with your 


Lordſhip's portmanteau. [ Exit, 


Fidget, 
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Pidget. He! he! he! I can't help laugh- 


ing at you. my Lord, you are ſo uncommouly 
baſhful, that for your life and ſoul, you can't 
make a requeſt, He! he! he! 

L. Megrim, Why to be ture, Mr. Fidget, 
it is a failing, but no matter; I hope to get the 
better of it. Laugh at me! I am very ſorry I 
troubled him with my portmanteau. Exit. 

Fidget. Eh! Ithink he might have thank ' d 
me for taking care of his billet-doux. 


Enter Celia. 

Celia. Oh dear Papa, you are very good for 
ſending me ſuch a ſweet pretty letter. 

Fidget. Eh! child Do you like it? 

Celia. Ves, indeed, Papa; it is the ſweeteſt 
and beſt written I ever read in all my lite. 

Fidget. 1 am very glad to hear it ; but tell 
me pray, what did he ſay in it? 

Celia. Say ! a thouſand pretty things ; he 
began with, My dear, dear angel 

Fidget. Oh, that to be ſure. Well; go on, 
go on. 

Celia. Then he talked of love and Cupid, 
and all that; declaring his paſſion was ſo vio- 
lent, that he would marry me immediately, if 
I conſented. 

Fidget. Bravo! Bravo! Now I like the 
fellow, becauſe he does the buſineſs at once; 
but, go on, go on. 


Celia. 
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Celia. Then he requeſted my anſwer as ſoon 


as poſſible. 


Fidget. Poor man; he could not have re- 
queſted that with his li ps. | 
Celia. Why no, Papa, not n you. 

Fidget. He ! he! he! but go on, go on. 

Celia. Then he begg'd me to meet him in 
the garden, alone. 

Fidget. So you ſhall, child. 

Celia. And concluded with theſe ſweet pret- 
ty words, my very humble ſervant at com- 
mand. 

Fidget. He! he! he! he is a very comical 
Servant, | 

Celia. Indeed hs is, Papa; a very comical 
Servant. He! he! he! | 

Fidget. But hear me, child; do every thing 
he bids you : go where he appoints, and marry 
him when he wiſhes---that's my way; I chooſe 
to do things at once. And, now, becauſe you 
are a good girl, you ſhall have five hundred 
pounds worth of Jewels. I will write imme— 
diately to Mr. Sparkle. I chooſe to do things 
at once; and, egad I will write to his Lordſhip 
roo, as he requeſted an anſwer; he is at Mr. 
Sparkle's. So, here are pen and ink; now for 
it.—Lucy, a candle. (Sts down and writes.) 

Celia. So he wants to ſeal his letters before 
they are finiſhed ; what-an impatient man ! 


* 


Euter 
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Enter Lucy, with a candle. 
Lucy. Here, Sir ; Lord ! my Maſter is very 
Celia. Huſh ; have you ſeen Winworth F< 


Lucy. Yes, Na- am, he is in the next room; 


every thing is ſettled. | 

Fidget. As his Lordſhip loves a little mo- 
ney, I know, tho' he can't bear to part with 
a guinea, I will mention ſomething about a for- 
tune. There now, they are finiſhed (Seals 
them.) is Tom return'd, Lucy? 

Lucy. No, Sir; but Jack, his Lordſhip's 
ſervant, is here. 

Fidget. Oh, he will do much better; Tom 
is a fool, and I would not have a miſtake, or 
any delay committed, for the world—Jack ! 


Enter Winworth. 


Here, my good fellow ; run with 
theſe two letters to his Lordſhip and Mr. Spar- 
kle.—Gadſo, I forgot to direct them, (writing ) 
2 Megrim, Mr. Sparkle — there now, make 
aſte 
Celia. Pray do, Jack. See M., Sparkle as 
ſoon as you can; for ic 1s an order for a quan- 
tity of jewels, | 
J/imworth. Tndeed then I will, Miſs. [Exit 
Fidget. What an obliging feliow ! Come 
now child, put on 18 bel looks, and meet 
your 
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your lover ſoon as poſſible when he returns 
from the Strand—I chooſe to do things at once. 

Celia. Ves, Papa; I will. | 
Fidget. That's a good girl; I won't inter- 
rupt you; T won't ſpoil your ſport—an't I a 
good Father, now? ' 
Celia. Indeed you are. Thank you my dear 
Papa. He! he! he! 

Fidget, He! he! he! [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. A Feweller”s Shop. 
Enter Lord Megrim and Mr.. Sparkle. 


Sparkle, - But, my Lord, if you have no 
other objection to my firſt floor, except its being 
waſhed ; give me leave, and I will order a fire 
to be made, that ſhall dry it up in four mi- 
nutes. 

L. Megrim. Four minutes! No, Sir, nor 
four weeks -I tell you, Sir, that wet boards 
are more dangerous than wet marble or ſtone ; 
the water, inſtead of drying, ſoaks. in them, 
and remains for a length of time. I would 
not ſleep in your rooms, not theſe fix weeks 
to come; I ſhould abſolutely cateli my 
death. | 3 

Sparkle. Oh Lord ! Oh Lord ! 

L. Megrim. Sir! : 

Sparkle. 1 was only thinking upon Lordi; 
for if they catch their deaths ſo eafily, how, in 


the name of wonder, are poor people to live! 
Well, 
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Well, I am forry I cannot accommodate your 
Lordſhip ;j bat every one has a way of their 
own, and that is the way I fell my diamonds— 
what one diſlikes, another chooſes——and now I 
think on it, perfiaps your Lordſhip may chooſe 
Widow Loveit's lodging, in the next ſtreet. 
L. Megrim. Widow Loveit's! I will go 
imme 3 and ſee * I with you a 
good da . 
Sparkle. Oh, good day, my Lord—my Lord! 
I wonder Mr. Fidget would teaze me with 


ſuch a Lord! 


Enter Win worth. 


4 Winworth. A letter from Mr. Fidget, Sir. 
(Groes him a letter.) 


parkle, . recommendation, I 


4 (Read) 
My dear Friend,” 
Eh—that's very polite indeed—— 


« My Daughter has, all of a ſudden, taken a 
e moſt uncommon liking to you. 


' Winworth. ( Hide) He! he! he! the old fool, 
in his hurry, has directed the letters wrong. 
Sparkle. A liking to me !—is it poſſible !-—- 
a *Squire's Daughter too—thank fortuna 
(Reads.) 
C 2 « Tho! 


— 


— 
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Tho never honour'd with your converſa- 
© tion, ſhe is, notwithſtanding, very much cap- 
„ tivated with the good repott of your wert 
6 perſon and manners.“ 


My manners—Oh dear !—and my ſweet 
rſon I— he! he! he !- to be ſure there's 
ſomething in that - but to proceed (Reads) 


As I with her to be married as ſoon as 
t poſſible, loſe no time, my dear fellow; you 
* know delay is dangerous but meet her in 
the garden, while I am purpolely out of the 
* way, and drive off to the land of bliſs.“ 


Wineworth. ( Aſide. ) Hem 
tions for me. 

- Sparkle, Oh, the dear, dear, ſweet pretty 
rogue this letter, egad, is more acceptable 


-theſe are direc- 


to me than an order for five hundred pounds 


worth of Jewels would be. 
Winworth. ( Afide.) Well, then you have it, 


inſtead of one. 

Sparkle. (Reading.) © But, as it is proper to 
fix her fortune before Marriage, I will do 
«© myſelf the pleaſure of calling on you imme- 
6 diately, and giye you every ſatisfaction in 
« that point. In the mean time, let my Child 
* know your intentions, that ſhe may be ready 
to receive you as ſhe ought, 


„ Your's, ſincerely, 
e FIDGET:" 
5 1 biſs'd, and I prattled with fifty fair Maids. * (Singing, ) 
| Why, 


* 


As TT SHOULD BE) * 


Why, this is beyond all my expectations 
pray, my fellow, let my dear Celia know, 
that I am hers—hers for ever and ever. Here 
boy, get me my dreſt wig—let me ſee—egad, 
III put on another coat. 


Ob what a night is this for Love? (Singing, ) 
: [ Exit, 


| JVinworth, Hel he! he! poor deceived 
fool; but I muſt loſe no time ſo, here is 
my Lord. Shall I give him the other letter 
now.? | n 


Enter Lord Megrim. 


L. Megrim, Oh, abominable! Where is 
Mr. Sparkle? I don't know what to do; I 
can't get a lodging to pleaſe me. 

Winworth, My Lord, give me leave, and I 
will go in ſearch of one. | ey 
L. Megrim. Aye, Jack, do ſo, and I will 
xeturn to Mr, Fidget's. 

Winworth, *Sdeath ! then the letter is ne- 
ceſſary. (Aſide.) --- My Lord, Mr. Fidget de- 
fired me to deliver you this. | 
. | (Gives him the other letter.) 
I. Megrim. How ! what! (Read.) 


Pray let my daughter have five hundred 
* pounds worth of jewels, before ſhe is mar- 
f ö | 6 xied 
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. tied if you difappoitit me, I fall take it 


* very unkind. 


oy Your's, N 
J. FIDGET.” 


Well, this is the moſt conſummate piece of 
impudence I ever read in all my life-—-yes, 
I fee his drift in ſending me to a Jeweller's--- 
five hundred pounds worth of jewels before 
marrupe---what an extravagant family !——Jack, 
get me a lodging immediately, of any ſort----I 
will never return to Mr. Fidget's again. 


Winworth. As I with. 


Ahde and Exil. 


L. Megrim. Well, this is the moſt impu- 
dent—ſo, here is Mr. Sparkle I muſt keep my 


tem per. 


| Enter Sparkle, dreſſed ludicrouſly. 


Sparkle, Pox on it! his Lordſhip here 
I muſt get rid of him by ſome means or other; 
we can ſettle nothing in his preſence. (Aſide. ) 
$0, my Lord, I am glad to ſee you again 
Have not the Widow and you agreed; or were 
you afraid of catching your death there? 
L. Megrim. Ves, Sir, and with good rea- 
ſon ; for had I not very fortunately diſcovered 
a muffled knocker on the next door, tis ten to 
one, I ſhould have caught a putrid fever, or ſome 


other dangerous diſorder. 


Sparkle. Indeed, my Lord, I did not think 
of that; but I can recommend you to another 


place, that 


72 Megrim. 


* 
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L. Megrim. Sir, my ſervant is gone in ſearch- 
of a tbe: I ſhall leave it to him now. 

Sparkle. Eh! that's very unlucky ; egad, 
1 will force ſome of my jewels upon him, and 
that will drive him away. (Aſide.) My Lord, 
here are a fine ſet of Brilliants—pray look at 
them----what a handſome preſent they would 
be to a young Lady---pray, my Lord, tor Mr, 
Fidget's ſake, buy them. 

. Megrim. So, he has got the hint, I (ee; p 
but he ſhall be diſappointed. No, Sir, I don't 
want them---I have no Lady to make them a 
preſent to. 

Sparkle, No Lady! Oh, my Lord, that is 
impoſſible. Come, come, I know to the con- 
2 and inſiſt upon it, that —— 

L. Megrim. Sir, I don't want your Jewels. 


I won't have them, Sir----I----troubleſome fel 
low !-——1 will leave his ſhop this minute. 
[ Exit. 5 


Sparkle. He! he! he! Excellent -I have 
ſent him away -aye- touch a Lord's pocket, 
and he's off immediately. Egad, now I think 
on it, theſe Brilliants would be a pretty preſent 
for Celia, my intended Wife. I will ſend to 
her immediately (goes and returns), a very pretty 
preſent indeed! They are worth fix hundred 
pounds to a ſtranger; but I would give them to 
a friend for five, and have my profit too. Oh, 
here is Mr. Fidget-uow for it hem! (4% 
fuming conſequence. ) 


* 


Euter 
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Enfer Fidget. 


Huge He yday— I never ſaw Mr. Spar- 
ble ſo dreſs'd out in all my life. 

Sparkle, Mr, Fidget, I am very glad to ſee 
you. x (Bownmg very low.) 

Fidget. Thank you; but I am in a hurry- 
has his-Lordſhip taken your firſt floor ? 

' Sparkle. No, Mr. Fid t, he is a very od- 
dity---ſo hard to be — d=---but no — Ms I 
will keep the houſe entirely now. (Conceitedly.) 
Fidget. Well, Mr. Sparkle, you know beſt 
what to do---but that s truc---you received my 
letter ? 

- Sparkle. Yes, Mr. Fidget, and I return you 
my fincereſt thanks for the preference you have 
ven me. 

- Piaget. Poo, poo, poo, I hate thanks---they 
are ſo troubleſome, and take up ſo much time. 


2 Sparkle. Pardon me, Mr. Fidget ; compell'd 


* 


by gratitude, I muſt ſpeak, eſpecially when I 
conſider how many there are, even of my own 
rofeſſion, that far excel me. 

Fidget. But, you know, Mr. Sparkle, taſte 
is every thing; and if my Daughter likes you 
better than aber, why there's an end of the 
matter. - 

- Sparkle. Really, Sir, Lam very much 8 
to your Daughter for her taſte. 

Fidget. Aye, and let me tell you, Sir, that 
ww Child has a very good taſte, 

Sparkle, 
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Sparkle, Oh, dear Sir- -I AI don't know 
what to ſay. | | 

Fidget. Poo, never mind---did you do what 
I bid you ? | Tack 

Sparkle. - Oh yes, Mr. Fidget, the bearer of 
your letter has catried my meſſage. 

Fidget. That's right, that's right---he | he ! 
he ! — my Daughter will be dreit out in about 
an hour's time, 

Sparkle. I dare fay ſo- poor good-natur'd 
thing! every young Lady on the brink of mar- 
riage, will dreſs out to the beſt advantage; I 
have ſent her ſome of my beſt Jewels, to uſe 
upon the occaſion. 

Fidget. Your beſt That's right—that's 
right Oh Lord! what a buſy day this will 
' be—but gadſo ! I had like to forget—l chooſe 
to do things at once I muſt reckon out ſome 
money for you, Mr. Sparkle. | 

Sparkle. (Afide.) So, now for my Girl's for- 
tune—humph—lI wonder how much he will 
give with her. I ſuppoſe I muſt make a ſet- 
tlement upon her. 

Fidget. Here, Mr. Sparkle, here are five 
hundred pounds for you——good Bank Notes, 
Mr. Sparkle. 

Sparkle, ¶ Aſide.) Five hundred pounds 
Lord! what a poor fortune that is for a *Squire's 
Daughter; but I ſuppoſe the remainder is to 
come after his death. \ | | 

Fidget. Come, come, Mr. Sparkle, for Hea- 
ven's fake, be expeditious. 


D Sparkle, 
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now. (Afde.) * 


I muſt ſpeak to him alone 


from him, and then 
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Sharkle. By all means, Mr. Fidget, any 
thing to oblige 1 you ave hundred pounds 
why, that's only paying me for the jewels I 
made a preſent of—l with I had not ſent them 


— 


Fidget. So, here is Lord Megrim coming 
| with, my friend, 


ou would leave us now. 
Sparkle, Oh, e 
Fidget. You fee, Mr. Sparkle, want my 
Daughter to be married as ſoon as pothble. 
Sparkle. J underftand, Mr. Fidget, and hope 
_ ma#riage may be concluded to your ſatis- 
{:&ion.—Hem ! now 1 will run to my dear, 


de: ar Celia Oh I am a Jeroe of a fellow! 


[ Exit, conceitedly. 
F lager. Heavens! how his Lordſhip creeps 
o —1 have, Ho patience—Oh, here he is. 


Mine Lord Megrim. 


L. Megrim, I muſt get my portmanteau 


Fiaget. Oh, my Lord, I am very glad to ſee 
vou I hope you are ready to obey the com- 
mands of my letter. 

L. Megrim. Really, Mr. Fidget, I muſt con- 
ſider upon it. 

Fidget. Conſider ! Oh Lord, that will take 
up ſo much time. No, no, the buſineſs muſt 
be done at once - come, come, my Lord. don't 
be baſthful—he ! he ! he! there are no more re— 


queſts 
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the matter is all 


queſts to be made now 
lettled—be ! he! he! 
L. Megrim. Indeed, Mr. Fidget, you have 
taken care that every requeſt ſhall be made in 
time. 
Fidgel. Egad, ſo J have, my Lord—he ! be! ! 
he !—I choole to do things at once—l hate de- 
lay; loitering is dangerous why there's that 
letter for inſtance : I mean the letter--- _ 
L. Megrim. I know what you mean, Sir— 
Fidget. Preparatory to my daughter's mar- 
riage—now, for your life and foul, you could 
not have given it—but I did, I did, my Lord 
Oh, let me alone foc making a requeſt! | 
L. Megrim. Les, indeed, I confeſs you have 
given a letter, and made a requeſt which I could 
not have done for my life. 
Fidget. So your ſervant faid- Oh, my 
Lord, you won't be fit to go through the 
world, without. you buſtle and make a nojle!? in 
r as I do, and then 


75g Buber Sparkle, haſtily. 
Sparkle. Mr. Fidget, Mr. Fidget, a word in 


your car. 
Fidget. Eh! What? 
Sparkle. I have loſt wy Wife! 
Fidget. Vour Wife! 
Sparkle, Oh, yes---yes---yes. (Walks about.) 
Fidget. Well; I never knew till now, Mr. 


Sparkle had a Wike---but how---how---how--- 
D2 Sparkle 
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Sparkle. Why his Lordſhip——I am ſure 
of it—ſhe is gone off with his footman; and I 
know it is by his contrivance. 

Frdget. What! Lord Megrim ! the poor 
baſhful man, that could not make a requeſt— 
Oh the Dog! he ſhan't have my Daughter— 
I tell you what, my Lord, if you don't reſtore 


this poor man his wife immediately, 1—— 


L. Megrim. How, Mr. Fidget ? 
-- Sparkle, Yes, my e Mr. F Fidge 
his Daughter. 


: ' Fidget. How ? 


Sparkle. She is to be my Wife! 

Fidget. The Devil the is! 

Sparkle. Here, my Lord, I have it under 
his hand look here—(Shews the letter.) 

- Fidget, Eh! What! How! 

TL. Megrim. Aud is it poſſible, Mr. Fidget, 
that you have given your Daughter to a * 
eller, whom you promiſed to me, Sir——but I 
ſuppoſe he has given her the jewgls which you 
wanted me to make a preſent of 

Fidget. I wanted you, my Lord! Poo, poo, 
a miſtake. —I have directed the letters wrong 
J was jn a hurry—I meant the one your Lord- 
ſhip received for Mr. Sparkle; ; and Mr. Spar- 
Ele s for your Lordſhip but it's no matter--- 
Celia is a good girl, and will perform all your 
Lordſhip requeſted in your letter. 

L. Megrim. Mine! I never wrote to the 
girl in all my life. 

Fidget. What! not by your footman, who 
18 told 
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told me, that was the requeſt you wiſh'd to 


make. 

L. Megrim. You are dreaming, Mr, Fidget ; ; 
all I requeſted, was, that you would take care 
of my portmanteau. 

Fidpet. What ! then ſhe is run away with 
Aan infamous footman, too! . 
L. Megrim. Softly. ſoftly, pray don't be 
ſo loud, Mr. Fidget—it is worſe than the noiſe 

of children, or — n 

— Loud !---Zounds ! m Daughter is is 
lo 

L. Megrim. Oh Heavens! how my head 
aches ! | 
Sparkle.' So- this! is all a miſtake 1 don't 
care; I am paid for the jewels, and all is as it 
ſhould be with me. 1 


Enter Winworth, in his own a ang 
Celia. 


L. Megrim. What ? Jack dreſs'd out! 

Minworth. Yes, my Lord,. in my own 
clothes again; the others were merely aſſumed 
to ſerve you and myſelf. 

Fidget. There, there is your choice of a ſer- 
vant, my Lord ---- Oh what clegh hands; but 
what confounded dirty work ! 


Celia. Dear Papa, don't be angry: Mr. 
Winworth is of a good family, and his Uncle 
lives in the next Square — Come, I know you 
will forgive me—thank you, papa; and thank 
you for the jewels too, 


Sparkle. 
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- Sparkle. Ves, it is her father has made them 
a preſent, not I. | 
: | Fidget Winworth — Gadſo — his Uncle 
and I were ſchool-fellows Come, come, ſhake 
hands, boy — ] don't blame you——His Lord- 
Mip was ſo exact, and fo deceived after all 
rn 
L. Megrim. Well, Mr. Fidget, notwith- 
ſtanding your jeers, it is much better to be exact 
than in a hurry. 1755 e 
- Winworth. Come — A truce to all ſarcaſtic 
eriticiſm My Lord, I have provided a lodg- 
ing for you at my Uncle's, where I hope for the 
pleaſure of your company but no abuſing 
one another, I beg—It is true, my Lord, were 
dur friends as hard to be pleaſed as you, there 
would be few ſatisfaftory entertainments; and 
were all in a hurry like you, Mr. Fidget, our 
beſt endeavours would be quickly condemned; 
but I hope ſuch examples will teach, and all 
prove As it ſhould be. 88 8755 
| Exeunt omnes. 
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